ABOUT CATHERINE DE> MEDICI
disaster ? Dear Heaven! does lie know how the spirit is worn by waiting in vain? He is gone hunting, perhaps. If he is amused, all is well. If I see him happy, I shall forget my sorrows------"
She pulled down her bodice round her waist, that there might not be a wrinkle in it, and turned to see how her dress fitted in profile; but then she saw the King reclining en a couch. The carpeted floors deadened the sound of footsteps so effectually, that he had come in without being heard.
" You startled me," she said, with a cry of surprise, which she instantly checked.
" You were thinking of me, then? " said the King.
" When am I not thinking of you? " she asked him, sitting down by his side.
She took off his cap and cloak, and passed her hands through his hair as if to comb it with her fingers. Charles submitted without speaking. Marie knelt down to study her royal master's pale face, and discerned in it the lines of terrible fatigue and of a more devouring melancholy than any she had ever been able to scare away. She checked a tear, and kept silence, not to irritate a grief she as yet knew nothing of by some ill-chosen word. She did what tender wives do in such cases; she kissed the brow seamed with precocious wrinkles and the hollow cheeks, trying to breathe the freshness of her own spirit into that careworn soul through its infusion into gentle caresses, which, however, had no effect. She raised her head to the level of the King's, embracing him fondly with her slender arms, and then laid her face on his laboring breast, waiting for the opportune moment to question the stricken man.
"My Chariot, will you not tell your poor, anxious friend what are the thoughts that darken your brow and take the color from your dear, red lips? "
" With the exception of Charlemagne," said he, in a dull, hollow voice, " every King of France of the name of Charles has come to a miserable end."
" Pooh! " said she.     " What of Charles VIII.? 9*
" In the prime of life," replied the King, " the poor man